**                    CONGOSONG
fgte. Then there were the birthdays* It was odd that Chan-
nel should have been born on July the fourteenth. Yet, why
odd? One had to be born sometime. Then there was Easter
and Christmas and New Year.
And always here: always in their house because it was the
biggest, because she was the only woman.,. and because I like
it. The noise, the smoke of the cigarettes and the black cigars:
the subtle breath of alcohol fumes evaporating, the movement,
the smell of eau de Cologne, brilliantine, and masculine
perspiration: the tremendous tension of races at odds, but
bound socially by proximity and economics: a league of na-
tions. Oh, la la. And Armistice Day, they had that loo.
That was difficult, when they drank to their dead, when they
glared at each other. Marais who was Dutch, her husband
who was Swiss, and Retief who had been too young, had not
fought. But even those who had not were soldiers. They had
made their service.
She liked soldiers. She liked their backs. The back of a,
man who had been drilled was different. It was something
that remained with him always, even if he got fat,
She wondered about this new man. He had arrived today
and was going to stay with Ecntinck at the store, What was
he like?
And how would he get on with Owen? As Americans they
would have something in common. It was lucky that there
was a flag for him. It would make him feel at home. She
admired the American flag. It was very artistic with all those
stars in a corner. That it was there would make her seem a
better hostess. It was one of those fortunate social accidents
like having the right photograph out when someone called.
She wondered how old he was... was he tall or short? Was
he dark or fair? And what was he doing here?
She must see that Congo did not get out. He would soon
wreck her arrangements. He had done it once9 three years